SYNOPSIS PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
Richard Ryder, yoonger of the Eari of
Ravenstuke, comes to America and setties at War-
rmgton, Va. His elder brother has inberited the
ancestral estate. With a small moothly remit-
tance from bome, he is able to keep a stable of
hunters and live the life that he has been hrought
up to, that of an English country gentlemsn. As
it is an exeellent country for fox bunting, he is
soon happily interested in homses. At the request
of Jack Fanshawe, a Virginia gentleman, be forms
4 racing partnership with him,  Sebsequently
Thomas Truscott, an ex-New York stock broker, is
admitted to the firm. The latter’s health bas
been poor, owing to a nervous shock following the
refusel of his hand by the girl whom ae loves. He
is hunting &ith the Warrington hounds in order
to vecoup his strength. The stable i3 taken to
Beuning, and, at first, success is with them,
Ryder wins the Southern Pink Coat Stseplechase
with his horse Karlstein, and ail three owners of
the Fauquier Stables are happy. Truscott has been
nnable to resist the temptation to plunge on the
race, He wins heaviiy on this race, but subsequently
descends to the lowest level of the racing arena, by
ordering his own jockey to ““pull’” the horse Papriks,
whith belongs to the Fauguier Stables. Unfortu-
sately, Ryder has wagered all of his own winnings on
Paprika, and as the yace is pot won either by her
or the horse that Truscelt backs, they are both
vy losers. A 100-to-1 shot wins thesrace. Trus-
t disappears, no ape kocws where, wkile Fan
shawe and the Englishman retnrn to Warrington
bhroken both in purse and in spirit. Subseguently, it
appears that Dorothy Fanshawe has bet on the win-
of the fatal race. As she has won a large
amount, and, as she is in Tove with Ryder, she gives
brother sufficient capital to again start the rac-
and bhreeding partpership. Lady Hope—Gerille

now comes to Warrington to bunt, and Ryder is
on in a race wit carlet (o see who can win
to vide in the Point-to-
tood that the winnper
sen suitor.

son

e

race, and 1

CHAPTER IX.
When Tem Truscott sat on the revolv-
of the New York Pullman-—the
Congressiona] Limited—and thought over
hig latest escapade, the hot

mg seatl

blocd rushed
He was mortified, ashamed,
Carried on by the
desire to win; te win not only for himself,
his partne he had gone a step
He had transgressed the Jaws of
sportsmans had played un-
ed an amgple

face

d, at his actions

wd

1y, and fat

he
decre

had

rapidly moving train puffed on-

1

v Iphia, the full heinousness
gan tw dawn upon him.

grew nervous, ever irritable. When
iittle snub-faced trainboy came
sugh the car saying that he had “All

de lates’ ma Puck, Judge, and
I. i-fe,” Truscoit writhed in mertal
n¥. The fresh, little boy even threw |
d-covered novel into his lap. “"Read

lates ory,” he shrilled; “De bigges'
sellin® novel of de year. De

t ‘De Crisis’ skinned to er whisper, and
wkes Geor Ade and Jack London look
ike tirty cents.” Truscott let fly some
pithets that would not have ingratiated
m with the president of the road. "How
they ever allow such a cussed nuisance

these tra s beyond my ken,” he
said aloud ke this cussed book
ay,”” and seizing the red-covered novel,

th its brilliant gold letter, he hurled it
wross the car into an empty seat, where
it sprawled in -all its twentieth century
tawdryness,

He felt sick. disgusted, in an il humor
with all the world He fully realized
what the clean, honest sportsmen in far-
away Virginia would now think of him,
Ha liked these people, He loved their
careless ways, theirl impecuniousness,
their grace, their sporting blood. He
treasured their good opinion of him. And
what must it be now? How would thes:
good, kind, farming people feel toward
the man who had wrecked a racing part-
nership and fhad shattered the of
two as gallant sportsmen as
come from the State?

The more Truscott thought
it the graver appeared his offense. One
thing came foremost in his mind over
and above all conflicting thoughts
and emotions which filled his troubled
brain, He must make restitution, he
must return to Virginia, suffer arrest,
imprisonment, perhaps, but must re-
turn ths losings of the Fauquier Stables
to hiz twp Irresponsible partners. He
must clear himself in thelr estimation, at
least, and must show them that o the
end he was their friend, and not their
enemy, that he was a clean fighter, and
not a dishonest crook.

When Truscott ate a hasty meal at the

hopes
had

ever

about

that

the

he

Broad street statiom, Philadelphia, he
began to formulate a plan. When he was
walking over the white tiling to the

wrought-iron gates that shut the willing
public from the traing, he had it haif
thought out. When the train pulled into
the series of cattle sheds at Trenton,
under which the passengers are supposed
to hover between trains, he had it map-
ped out to all but the smallest detail. As
he closed the window, outside of New-
ark, N. J., in order to keep out the
stench from the bone factories, he had
determined upon his first move. And
when he walked dawn to the Desbrosses
street ferry at Jersey Clity he was all
ready te begin operations,

It is certain that some men are born
with a genlus for particular work. It is
only too certain that 1o Napoleon was
given the genius for organization, equip-

advance, and retreat in military
; that his same genius was in
I, Caesar, Wellington (to a lesser
extent), and in Washington. It is only
too certain that literary genius is born
only in the few. Once a century is a

taan produced whose written words are
worthy of repetition a quarter of a cen-
tury after his death. Once a ecentury
a poet born whose lyrics survive the rav-
ages of time, and the heat and conflict of
the ages. Financial genius, genius for
speculative enterprise, is possessed by
equally few.. Often a temporary success

in the world of money and banking is
sufficlent to turn an individual's head.

The financier of the hour is not the finan-
cler of the age. The king of speculative
enterprise of the day is not the king of

speculative enterprise of history. Who
backed the South Sea Bubbie? No one
knows. Who backed the advance of

Braddock and the American Revolution?
Frankiin. DBoth were speculative, both
gambled with the fate and destinies of
English-speaking peopie. Both were great
gambles. Only one wag successful.

To Truscott had been given a certain
genlus, a genius for speculative entor-
prise, It had not shown itself to advan-

|

novel as has |
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tage on the track, because here he had
been ocut of his element. It had always
shown itself io advantage in Wall street,
because here he was at home. He hud
taken to the broker's life like a duck to
water. He had felt himself thoroughly at
ease from the very moment that he had
first put his foot upon the rough cobble
stones that lead to the exchange. He had
been in his element from the very instaant
that he had commenced his battle for life
among the harpies of the street. He had
edged his way among them as only a man
of confidence can do. Now he was return-
ing to his own. Fitter than ever before to
fight his way in the maelstrom of chance,
he was confidently headed for his old
haunts. In excellent physical condition,
stronger and move active than gver before,
he locked forward to the battle with
pleasure. Truscott had determined to win
another fortune in the street and 1o come
back to Warrington as the benefactor of
the injured ones, to return them their
money that they bad lost, and to plead
for requital,

From the Evening Telegram that he
read, with trembling hand, while crossing
the ferry, he learned that the case against
the Fauquier stables was (o be dis-
missed, He sgw that “although it seemed
to all that Paprika had been deliberately
pulled, the racing stewards had decided
only to suspend the jockey, and not
debar the owners from further racing on
the turf. He heaved a deep sigh of re-
lief as he read the glad tidings, and sank
back into a cormer of the leather-eush-
joned seat that ran lengthwise on the ves-
sel. He had purposely sat in the corner,
because he did not wish to be recognized.

Truscott had formulated his plan of ac-
tion d an analysis of what had gone
on in hisz mind showed him to be no great
general of speculation, but a shrewd, in-
telligent man.
a small way,

to

just as all large things do
A movemen! that was to shatter
hope of thousands, was to wreck hom
cause blighted lives, erush the
and hopes of many vigorous and active

men, had been begun Truseott—the
alive, the alert one—had suspected I,
hoped for it. and now knew that it was!
to come to pass, He knew it from a|
fragrant of conversation that lLe had
heard, when dining at the Shoreham
Hotel. That was enough for him, He

i now knew how to act.
Truscott read the newspapers, was fond |

of doing so, and it was not strange that
he had recognized the Attorneyv-General
of the United States, as that gentleman

came into the grill room one evening
and sat down at the next tab with .a
well-known Democratic Senator. Truscott
had not tried to overhear their conver-
sation. In fact, he had paid little atten-
tion to it. He was busy thinking of the

coming race at the time,

{lnd been centered on hors

Suddenly he found that he was listening
and as the discussion between the two
men was animated, he overheard tain
sentences which “they uttered. Suddenly
he heard something that made him sit
up very straight and think hard. It was

mouth of the
“The Presiden!

a single sentence from the
Aftorney General, It was
will let the Bliss bill pass.

What did the passage of thiz hill mean
to the country? What did the passage
of this bill mean to Truscott?

For some ¥y a radical element
the United States had been fighting some
ef the greatest i{ndustrial organizations,
or corporations,'in the land. The people
did not =ee that the strength, the vigor
of ‘the country lay in the powerful in-
fluence of these very nterpriges,
The common, the uneducated, und the
plain peopie, did not realize that the great
prosperity of the land, the great number
of men employed at good wages, the
splendid foreign commerce, was due to the
progressive enterprise of the capital well-
handled in these very corporations. They
looked upon the presidents of these
porations as their enemies. On the other
hand, the presidents of these enterprises
were their friends. They considzred the
rich men at the head of these vast busi-
ness schemes to be worse than devils.
On the other hand, the presidents of these
various enterprises were upright men,

in
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painstaking, honest, far-seeing, progres-
sive.

To appease the radical element of the
nation a bill had been introduced in the
House to curb the power of the trusts.
It had been warmly debated both there
and in the Senate. It had passed the
House. It had passed the Senate. If the
President should put his veto to it the

trusts would be backed up by the Execu-
tive, and their power would be greater
than before. If the President should not
put his veto to the bill, the people's will—
the radicalism of chaos—would have its
way. The grip of the trusts upon pros-
perity wduld be temporarily loosened, As
Truscott was a broker it meant a great
deal to him. It meant that he was to be
a bear, and a heavy one.

Attack an octopus and strike hard at
his vitals, and his feeclers will begin to
be withdrawn. Bleed him In _one arm
and the vitality of the othery will be
lesscned. Truscott knew that all stock
controlled by the few captains of indus-
try who were the managers of the Great-
est Industrial Trust in the country would
drop, not one point, but twenty or thir-
ty. This knowledge would be of no use
to him in two weeks time. It was of use
te him now, Truscott had been lucky in
overhearing the remark of the Attorney
General. From that remark he was to

win a fortune. He determined to act
quichly, to act at once.
When Truscott walked into the bro-

kerage office of Sand & Co. next morning,
no one seemed to be particnlarly affected
by his entrance. The stock boy nodded
familiarly to him, the head bookKkeeper
said, “How do you do, Mr. Truscott?
Been away for a week?’ and the junior
partner gripped him casually by the hand.
“Hello, Trux,” he said, “"Haven't seen
you on the floor for the past month.
Where have you been?”’

“I've been away for three years,” said
Truscott.

The junior partner looked astonished.
“Well vou're looking mighty bronzed,”
he replied. “Things move so confounded
fast in New York one doesn't notice
whether people are here or not. Besn
to Eurcpe, I suppose?”’

“No, I've been right here in the States,
getting healthy, and I succeeded.”

“You're looking fit,"” replied {he junior
partner. “Tapping the market now?’

“Oh, just a dash. Sell for me five
thousand shares of Amalgamated at 130,
Jim; I'm: going short on {t apd will cover
later on. I'm not going on the flaor;
it's top big a deal to swing alpne.”

“All right,” said the junior partoer,

ambitionus |

and hig thoughts |

“You're goed for it all right. Had a tip?”
“A small one.” :
“Let me on, will you?"
Truscott said nothing,

left eye.

“This is a personal matter,” he replied.

“You always were a secretive devil,”
said the junior partner,

“Perhaps that's the reason why you've
made 8o much money.”

“Think so?’ answered Truscott as he
walked our of the aoor,

And in three minutes more Mr. Thomas
Trascott had sold five thousand shares of
Amalgamated Copper at 130. The junior
partner had telephoned it to his booth at
the exchange. 7The little boy in khaki
topk It over to the ex-Harvard tennis
chiampion, who was floor broker for the
firm, and, in a shorter time than It takes
to put it down, five thousand shares of
Amalgamated were sold by Thomas Trus-
cott, for future delivery. He did not own
the shares. He did not have sufficlent
capital to buy them with., But his credit
on the street was good, His broker con-
ceded that he was guwubling on a cer-
tainty. At auy rate, knowing Tom Trus-
coti as he did, he was willing to take
the chance

Meanwhile that individual teok a cab
for the Knickerbocker Club, where
had a quiet dinner, a good cigar, and an
apricot brandy with ice. Then he retired
early, for he needed rest,

CHAPTER X.

Not a sound was to be heard in the big
stone building of the  New York stock
exchange. It was very early morning.
Only the night watchman could be seeén,
as he wandered around the large granite
| columns. He looked like an animated
_§>h4ulu\\ R

but winked his

lR:wr and its pink glow soon tinted the
| great white stone blocks with a roseate
Day breaking In New York.

il was
!l.ifr‘ would be soon awaking and human
:!--'mg.\ would soon be roused to custom-
| ary actuvity
Scat sald Mrs. Mary O'Hoohilan to
jthe black cat, as she opened the side |
door to the floor of the exchange, pre-

| paratory to the morning scrab with soap

and water. “Falth it's going to be a bad

;llH) on the market. Did ye eéver see a
| black cat yet in the airly mornin’ that
| didn't mean that there was going to be
i dreadful bad doin’s?” And as Mrs. Mary
| o' Hoolihan met Mrs, Patrick MeCann,
i some five minutes later, she communi-
cated the news to her. Mrs. Patrick Me-
{ Cann had two tubs of scap-suds, and she
put them both down on the floor of the
exchange with an exclamation of horror.

A black cat say ve, Mrs. O'Hoolihan? A
black cat on th’ floer of th “exchauge?
| Faith, there'll be greater goings on than
whin that divil of a man with th' beady

j eyes cornered the gold market. Faith, an’
it's great things on th' exchange ye'll
soon be seein’, Mrs. Mary O'Hoolihan.”
Mike—the burly janitor—came
into building half an hour later he
was told that “the devil of a black eat”

had been seen on the Exchange. When

he first floor-boy came in the side door
whistling “"Nancy Brown,”’ some minutes
after that, he was  informed that two
black cats bad been found fighting on

the floor in the early gray of the morning.
The floor-boy told another floor-boy; the
number of grew with remarkable
rapidity, and when the first broker ar-
to scan his order sheets before the
{opening of the business of the day—the
{tale l.aai been so distorted that It was
| hinted- that the janitor had killed seven
cuts round inside the building in the early
morning But Mrs, Mary O'Hooli-
han was right

s the hands of the big clock worked
slowly around to the hour of ten the
floor began to fill with young, middle-
aged, and eold men. Some were rosy-
cheeked, well dressed, cleanly shaven,
neat. Others were pale of cheek, bearded,

cats

rived

nours,

haggard, untidy. Some moved quickly,
encrgetically rapidly, Others moved
siowly, calmly, sluggishly. All sorts and

conditions were there. All were mere
human cogs in the vast machine of
bus 8. Should one cog slip, it was easy
to put another in its place. The loss of
one paltry cog would net delay the
grinding of the machine, They had to

go on as long as bhuman wants had to
be filled and human desires were extant.
The mill ground out the destinles of a
nation,

Gradually these atoms in the wheel of
industrial progression begun -to collect in
dots. Certain stands on the floor were
marked with signboards, showing that
particular stocks and bonds were dealt in
at these fete and points in the swirl of
the stream of progression. The human
cogs clustered around them. Just before
the mipute hand pointed to the hour of
commencing business, the human cogs be-
gan to oil wheels for action. They began
to take out their Httle order blanks.
When the clock struck the hour of 10, a
habble of tongues arose. The business of
barter and change In the greatest mart
of commerce in the world had begun.

Tom Truscott’s mind was unruffled. He
arose late, ate a hearty breakfast, and
then read the morning paper. It was evi-
dent from the Washington dispatches that
the press did not know which way the er-
ratic President was golng to turn in re-
gard to the Bliss bill. The whole country
was in suspense, So sure was the street
that he would veto it that stocks moved
upward duripg the week previous. Ad-
vance agents had told the ecaptaina of
finance that the bill would not pass, and
the tone of the market discounted the
uews, It gave Truscott great satisfaction
to read the paper. He smiied very
blandiy. Things were just as he wished.

Connected by wire with every vantage
point in the universe, the New York
Stock Exchange was in instantaneous
touch with laboring, civillzed humanity
throughout the world. Should a King of
Europe be assassinated, should a fac-
tory burn down, should a tornado strike
the broad plains of Kansas, should a
British war ship founder, the New York
Stock Exchange knew it before the in-
formation was fifteen minutes old. From
9 to 3 o'clock the wires, veins, arteries
of commercial thought, throbbed with pal-
pitating sctivity. A catastrophe like an
earthquake and fire, Hke an adverse plece
of legislation, would tempaorarily affect
the advance of valugs, just as a favor-
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able crop report would insure prosperity
ang insure a rise. Thus In the central
vantage point of world progression stood
the New York Stock Exchange. A stone-
house covering world action and regis-
tering the commercial pulse beats of all
nations. A thermometer of American
business temperature.

Meade fought Gettysburg from a hay-
racit, Wellington fought Waterloo from
4 plowed fleld, Dewey directed an ad-
verse check to Spanish aggression from
a conning tower, Tom Truscott swung a
masterful gamble from & leather chalr,
Calm, unruffied, bold, he was seated in
the uptown office of Sand & Co. at 10:30
o'clock, one hand on the ticker, in the
other—a cigar. The blue rings curled up-
ward and Truscott smiled a3 Amalga-
mated hovered around 130. “Just walt,"”
he said to the towsle-headed boy of the
uptown office. Just walt unti] 10:4."

At 10:43, precisely, a stubbern, erratic,
yvet honest President put his pame to a
long, intricate, much changed document
in his official residence in Washington.
At 10:43% a reporter for a big New York
paper was whispering over the 'phone,
at 10:4 a telegraph operator in the office
of the Times Building was putting a ner-
voug hand to a clicking instrument. At
10:47 a hulletin appeared in the New York
Stock Exchange. It was, “The Bliss bill
has passed.”

Bang! bang' bang! The market shiver-
ed like a great ship striking upon a
sunken rock. Bang! bang! bang! The
market groaved like a glant in mortal
agony. Bang! A single broker had
traded 200 shares of Amalgamated for a
drop of 3-8 of a point. Bang! Another
broker, frenzied, pale, stupefied, had of-
fered another block at a peoint lower,

Bolstered, inflated, overwatered stock
were #nding their own level. The floor
of the exchange had begun to surge
with a wave of frenzied, stupefied, out-
witted humanity. The crowd recked to
A pandemonium of hoarse noise
arose above the shuffling of feet. The roar
of the groaning, retching market sounded
like the sob of a great wave; the ery of
a dylng monster fromi whom the life-
biood was slowly ebbing. The human
atoms in the eddying swirl of the back
current were trying to stem the over-
whelming tide.

“What did I tell you,” sald Tom Trus-
cott, wheeling slowly in his leather chair
in the up-town office of Sand & Co. It
was 11 o'clock, and the action seemed to
have stopped. Amalgamated was down
ten points, yw,”' he sald in fatherly
manner to the towsle-headad boy " 'phone
Sand & Co, to sell for me ten thousand
more shares of Amalgamated to close at
110"

But something happened which Tom
Truscott had never looked for. Welling-
ton hoped for Blucher on the second day
Dewey hoped to find no
Manila Harbor. Truscorr had
thig turn of fortune. At
ni, the following bulletin
the exchange:

£

in
not hoped for
11:05 o'cluck a
was posted in

“J. Tierpont Sorgan killed instantly by
the

overturniny of his automobile

arborough, New York."

at

“Hello!" sajd Truscolt, cheerfully, look-
ing at the ticker again. “What's hap-
pened now? -

The ticker was falrly beiching fort)
its news, Click, click. ciick, click, it
sputtered and spat into his face as down,
down, down went the market, every-
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a bat hovering around the d('atl’rmm( thrown pell mell upon the fioor, |
It had all commenced in ‘ temples of some anclent Roman city. The |
{first flush of dawn shone over the East |
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“Do you Xnow that Sam has actually
been up every morning at daybreak,
schooling his horse? He's going in for
the Point-de-Point, you know, and he's
most infernally serious about it. Never
saw dear bruy, in my life, so moody, I
really believe that he's getting iil.”” She
swung her riding whip, and smiled at the
horizon. She did not notice that Ryder's
face had flushed, and that he scowled;
which for him, wag unusual.

“By the way,” she continued. I asked
him the other day why he was schooling
80 much, and the strangest look came
over his face, 'Sis' he said, 'Sis, if you
knew how much depended on this sciool-
ing, you'd be serious, t0o.” Imagine get-
ting so serious over & Point-to-Point.
Why, the men here are making a business
of sport. It's dlsgraceful.”

She had not noticed how curiously Ryder
looked, as she had told this story about
her brother. Miss Fanshawe, however,
had seen the flush on his cheek and the
curious scowl on his usually unruffied
brow. Woman-like, she suspected the
cause, for woman-like she had wetched
the little game of hearts that was going
on in gquiet Warringten, Had she not
heen Interested, more interested than she
ever dared to admit, she would not have
cared. But this comedy was fast becom-
ing, for her, a tragedy. She was im-
mersed more deeply in the life of others
than she wag aware of., She was, like all
of us, dependent for her future happi-
ness upon those around her, and with
them there was being played the same
old game of destiny that hud been playved
for eenturies,

“8o Sam’'s been schooling in the early
morning, hkag he?’ said Ryder, noncha-
lantly. “Sorry he's giving himself so

“Yes,” interrupted Miss Fanshawe.
“They say that his mare has two splints
in her forelegs, and she's sprained in i1
off hind hock. Isn't that so, Bis?”

Miss Scarlet rose indignantly. “Waell,
ff you aren’t the two greatest prevari-
cators in the world,” she snapped. “Jjust
wait until to-morrow afternocon and you
will see whether the mare is sprained or
not. Come, Dot, I'm going home.” And
tossing her head into the air, she walked
over to the siable for her horse

Miss Fanshawe rose follow, but
turned and laid her hand on Ryder's arm.
It trembled slightly as she spoke:

“Do be careful to-morrow ov that
second stone wall,” she said. “It's five
feet, with a rail on top, and the take-off
is just—awful.”

to

Ryder looked down at her with a pat-
ronizing smile, but he saw something in
her eyes thar startled him He turned
away and jumped down from the porch

“Oh, that's all right,”' he murmured ;
“I've been over them and gauged the - |
tance. It isn't anyth for Sister 8 n l

Really, ¥'know, she’s an awful
little piece. She can take it in her stride
y'know. Right in her stride”

And, ag hig twg visitors rode out of
the gate and turned thelr two horses
toward the village Ryder sat down
heavily in the broken rocker on the
plazza, took off his clean, immaculate
Panama, nd fanned

Aunty Juns me out to hunch- |
eon, he w sitting there, rock |
uneasily. *’Deed, I declar,’ I belleve dat |
massa’'s truly and sholy in love" H!s"!
said 1o herself. I never seed hifn s0 |
curious in mah life befo’ And, she |
heard him tossing to and fro wupstairs,
that evening she was even more sure|
hat something was the matter w !
“Massa.” But Ryder was worrying about |
the stone wail, It really was a tough |
i proposition for a steepiechase ride: |

But by 2 eo'clock next ., when the
crowd began to collect on the p au

hurrying, stampeded humanity running
to cover. Getting away from the beleh-
ing, roaring, upheavai of public confi-
dence. Scudding to harbor in the breath
of temporary insanity. Wild, insane,
ungoverned

And when Truscott heard the extras
called upe the street, he understood
The r of the age was
dead The & greatest banking
house of the world was no more. The |

friend of th
est truse in

who controlled the great-
coutitry no longer st

the 1 w in the
indus combination in the universe
had passed aw
“Why," said Truscott, shyly, “this is
like finding mor Feli Sand & Co
to sell me 120, to be de-
livered at I p then.™
And as he sat b coms- |
fortably In his cf the ticker spat at
him ke an angry cat When Amalga
mated had touched 116, he rose very slow-
v and Hect vy ang lighted a fresh
cigar. “Now friends in Virn
Said to hims: 1 ret

myself with the people of God's eountry.”

{in

He walked quletly out of the office, while
the little towsle-ficaded boy looked at him |
in kand Say, but dat's a wise guy,

fellow cleared
ndred and ten thousand
dat I'll strike him fer

he ejaculated , dat
up exactly two |
dollars, I tink
Job

That a black
the floor of the exchange
across the pile of paper
upon the fioor
“Meow was
looked very unusual
feet high with torn and crumpled paper:
The Aftermath of the Deluge

CHAPTER XI

a

n ecat

came

out
amnd walked

e lving about

“Maow.’

lonely,

)

stone

She
'

she said,
the floor

and
It was piled three

“T think that the good will do,"”
said Ryder as he finished schooling Sister
Susan over the impromptu course that he
had la‘d out

“So you are really going o ride in the
Point-to-Point, Mr. Ryder,”” asked Miss
Dorothy Fanshawe. She had ridden over
with Sis Scarlet imeorder to see the per-
formance the They had
both watched the short steeplechase with
the eyes of experts, and showed a thor-
ough appreciation of the game little thor-

mare

arcund his farmhouse,

across jumps.

oughbred. -
tvder looked particularly well. His
cheeks were bronzed with exposure to

the air and they glowed with the red of
perfect health. “Yes,” he answered “I'm
going to try my luck at the stiffest course
in Virginia just to show the good people
of the State that an Englishman can
ride as well as he can hoe corn. I rode
over to look at the jumps the other day.
They really aren’t so awful bad, v'know.”

Miss Fanshawe looked somewhat wist-
fully at the magunificent looking specimen
of manhood. Upright, straight, clean, no
wender that she admired this dashing,
young Englishman, in spite of his total
lack of responsibility and stamina. “The
wonder of it all is that you steeplechase
often,” she

riders aren’'t injured more
sald.
“Yes,” chimed in Miss Scarjet. "1

should think that you would all be killed.
Such risks as you take in riding so fast.
Why, hunting is mere child's play com-
pared with such a dangerous sport.”

Ryder iaughed, “That's half the fun.
Don't you know tbat no virile man can
do anything that gives him as much

pleasure as risking his life? Why, that’s
what makes the Anglo-Saxon race a race
of conguerors, They love that sort of
thing. That's the reason why we win in
India. in Africa, and all these other cor:
ners of the earth, don't you know.”

“And that's why you didn’t win in the
Uniteq States?’ remarked Miss Scarlet,
shyly,

Ryder colored. *Yez, England did very
badly here,” he admitted,

Do you know, Mr. Ryder,” continued
Miss Scarlet, “your remarks remind me
of a conversation I once overheard in
the citadel at Quebec? There was a
little bronze cannon there, marked ‘From
Bunker Hill.'" A toppy—oh, so toppy-look-
ing soldier, with a rattan cane, was show-
ing me around. Ere's a canmu we fel-
lows took from you at Bunker °'Til,' he
said. ‘Yes,' remarked a Chicago travel-
ing man, who was standing just behind
me, and whom I had not noticed, ‘you
feliows took the cannon and we kept the
hill’

The sally did not seem to irritate the
good-natured Ryder. He even laughed.
whieh, for an Englishman, was extra-
ordinary.

Miss Scarlet went over to the house and
seated herself comfortably on the piazza.
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must look out for brook, Mr. Ryder,”

said one. “I declare but it's ten feet
Isu ross by actual measurement, sul.” “"Put
| the maré for the middle ef the stone
| wall, Mr. Ryder,” said another; “the
!slums are cracked there, I've been over
{ and looked it over, sir.” "I knows dat
| mare well,” hazard a stable boy. * "Deed
| she's best when she has her own way,
{ Mister Ryder.,” And by the time that|

the other four riders were
Ryder felt as if he kmew every inch of
the course., Scarlet had not looked
spoken to him. He seemed to be i1l tem-
pered and sulky whenever Ryder ap-|
proached him, and so he had not A!?Ml!pt-[
ed to begin the conversation. A crowd of |
ladies and men in riding clothes were |
clustered about upon the hill. Some had |
field glasses thrown over their shoulders |
in order to watch the races more closely; |
others were armed with kodaks, which |
they snapped freely upon the heteroge- |
neous multitude, It was a gala day for|
the country, and the whole sport-loving |
population of these fertile foothills was
there. Every farmer who could beg, bor-
row, or steal a conveyance had come to
see the races, for the Virginian loves a
good steeplechase as well as did his Eng-
lish forbears when they first emigrated
to the new continent,

Looking carefully over the sea of faces

up and ready,

|
or|
|
{

Ryder discovered Lady Hope Greville.
Her brother—dressed in a very loud
checked suit—stood near by, vigorously

snapping the shutter of a kodak, num-
ber five. Lady Alice looked charming. A
veil floated back from her sallor hat. Her
face showed that she was interested in
this new and inspiring scene. For a wo-
man of her temperament it was most sat-
isfactory. She loved horses, she loved
sport, she loved racing., Tt was a perfect
day and the animation of the picture de-
lighted her. Besides, she knew somewhat
of the conditions of the Point-to Point,
Somehow or other the bet between these
two fine, manly, Virginia gentlemen had
come 1o her ears. It pleased her greatly
to know that there was such ancient
chivalrous spirit in these humdrum times,
What she thought of the two contestants
for her good graces, and which she fa-
vored, she alone knew, and then not even
her brother conld guess. “Confound
these flirtations of Alice's, anyway,” he
had sald. “They're too frequent for me
to notice them.”

As Ryder gazed at her, she suddenly
looked in his direction, and her face light-
ed with a brilliant smile. She waved her
hand at him. “Do your best,” she sald.
“As if I wouldn't do everything in my
power,” said Ryder to himself. He tight-
ened his girth-strap again, pulled his
jockey cap down over his ears, and
mounted, as the clerk of the course sang
out to him to make ready. In & moment
more the word “Go!" sounded out loud
above the chatter of the muititude.

In a moment more Sister Susan was off
toward the first snake-and-rail fence, She
was over it in a bound and soon scudding
across the open fleld that led to the
stone wall, as If tiie fire of an engine
were in her. Ryder fe.( that she was
overanxious and pulled her In at the
jump. She fretted badly at the bit, but
slowed down and took the bad obstruc-
tion with many feet to spare. Scarlet
was well away to the right and golng
¢leverly. The rest of the field was in
front,

As Ryder settled down in the saddle,
he saw that the race was going to be a
two-point one. The three riders on in-

| with an unmistakable evidence

{ actually
ninual Point-to-Point steeplechase of p

Lmigi:ly cheer arose,

ferior horses were rushing to the front

Adaptability of Jimmy

BY TROY ALLISON.

s

“I've waited for him long enough—I
found & gray hair to-day.” Elizabeth’s
voice wag a comical reproduction of grief.

Jim Hartley interrupted the fascinating
oceupation of punching with his scarf pin
a lace pattern around a leaf on the
large rubber plant and looked at her re-
proachfully.

“You know you always have me to fall
back on,” he suggested, placidly—"of
course, I might not ccme up to your ex-
act ideas of what a Prince Charming
ought to be--but couldn’'t you ldealize me
a little—eh, Elizabeth?*

“My dear boy—you don’t seem (o re-
alize your—er—nose in the least! Now,
could you imagine the prince with such—
a4 feature? As merely a nose, Jimmy, I'll
grant it's the noblest Roman of them all
—but it would look as much out of place
on my prince as—as a Falstafflan front
would on Romeo.”

He eyed with honest admiration
death's head and crossbones he
punched in the center of the leaf.

“Your dainty and esthetic prince would
be grieved to hear yvour slight coarseness
of expression, Elizabeth, my- child—you
are not supposed to refer to anatomical
subjects.”

She sniffed her disdain, and, turning
her back to him, put her little worp slip-
pers against the steam radlator,

“You are s terribly prim, too—and so—
absolutely expected!—I have known you
so long that 1 know you through and
through—there is never any room for
speculation. Maybe one could forget about
your nose—if you would ever do anything
—unexpected!”

He did—immediately, and she arranged
her rumpled hair, her eyes blazing at
him angrily.

“James Hartley—I—I never would have
believed it of you! And to think I've
known you six years.”

A little startled ai his own reckless-
neéss, he picked up a paper knife from
her writing desk and cominenced opera-
tiens on the abused rubber plapt with
mmed nonchalance.
fou wanted me to do something un-
expected,” he suggested, mildly.

“Any man might have done that,” with

the
had

with ng sarcasm,
= zabeth Lent! I am more than
shocked at such an admission! For I've

wanted to try it for six years, and have
been too cowardly.”

She grew more confusedly angry.

“Make a joke of it if you like,” she
blazed. “It probably serves me right for
thinking there was one man that could
be trusted.”

He turned abruptly and took his hat
from the top of the piano,

“You needn't say more,” his face
was pale with anger; “you've had me at
your beck and call for all these years—
aad you never would take me seriously,
As for jokes, my love for you hag been a
Lugs ioke to.you always. I'm tired of it—
ang if I'm never to be taken seriously

| we'll put an end to it all. 1 apologize
most humbly for my recent rudeness,”
and he went out, clogsing the flat door

of temper,
there had

before she eould realize
been a quarrel

stood up mechanically

that
She
ittle parior. Slte broke off the demol-
ished leaves of lhe rubber plant and
tarted to the dining-room to put them in
the wastebasket.

Her roommate sat at the dining table
working on a sketch

“Jimmy gone this early?”
surprise

“Not coming any more,” answered Miss
Lent, with studied indifference,

Frances Carson ran the background of
the sketch into the Grecian face, she had
finish and let it drop on the table, a
hopeless blur, '

“What have you dane to Jimmy7?' she
demanded ac “He’s the best fei-
low I ever saw.

“Is he, indeed?" Miss Lent dropped the
into the basket, with a gesture of
superior seorn. “Glad you think so.”

The other woman commenced washing

she asked, in

under the whip. Their horses could not

and com-§
| menced rearranging the furniture of the

{ entirely

last over such a course, and Ryder knew |

sketch in the basket on top of the leaves.

*“You have treated him shamefully all
these years,” she said, looking squarely
into the other's wrathful eyes. “You
have been dreaming of heroes and ideals
—and in the meanwhile have been taking
all and giving nothing to the best type
of man that exists. 1 only hope that you
haven't treated him se hadly it's beyond
making up.”

Miss Lent started toward the bedroom
door, defiantly.

“He'll get over it and come back in a
few days,” she sald, with calm assur-
ance,

But Jimmy did nothing of the sort
Weeks passed and Miss Carson found
that she neeq cook only one chop for
dinner—for the other was never touched.
Elizabeth grew thinner and paler, and
the doctor finally looked worried, whernr
he asked about her cough,

Frances Carson had never been a be-
liever in the doctrine that it was good
polley to let things drift—she believed in
the judicious application” of a helping
hand. She watched her friend’s listless
face one night after dinner, as she sat in
the Morris chair, her book lying forgoi-
ten on her lap.

“Elizabeth—1 ean't hear to see you look-
ing so wretched,”” she said, rising ener-
getically. “I'm golug out and get some-
thing else for your cough. Ang you sim-
ply must make up your mind to go to
Fiorida for the rest of the winter, as the
doctor advises.

She put on her coat and hat and went,
not to the druggist’'s, but to the nearest
telephone booth.

“Is that you, Jimmy?" she called, when
she had got her number.

“I may be a traitress, a villainness, and
everything else that indicates the double-
dyed feminine conspirator—but I couldn't
resist the temptation of calling you up
and telling you that you are an idior”

“PDon’t get huffy! T've just cause for
complaint, Did you know that Elizabeth
has been too il to go to her office for
over a month?

“1 thought you didn't. The doctor told
me privately that he didn't beileve she
would stand the winter, uniess she could
be induced to go South No—huzh
don't say a word to me. I'm not going
back to the flat for two hours—and she
is really too ill 1o be Jeft alone. If an
thing happens to her while I'm aw
will be your fault, 1 left the key under
the hall mat, near our door. Before I
ring off—I'll tell you I found your picture
under her pillow when 1 wag fixing her
bed this morning. 1 left the bed unixed
—~and she doesn’'t dre: I saw it. 8o
You see why you are an idiot—good-by!

When Elizabeth heard the key in the
door half an hour later, she spoke with-
out turning her head

“You've tried nearly every brand
patent medicine on the market, Frances—
I only hope this gne will not be bitter to
‘Hk(‘.“

“S8o do 1—" Jimmy put a chair in
front of her and sat down as calmly as
if he had only been out of the room £if-
teen minutes.

She started te rise from her chair,
feil back from weakness,

“You've come back!” she said, faintiy

“1 come back 1o make you take the
doctor's prescription, he =aid, boldiy,
thinking of the picture under the pillow
“You need managing, Elizabeth—and I'm
Boing to see what I can do i that line
You are going to start to Florida to-mor-
row afternoon—and 1 ing with you to
keep off the alligators

¢
of

put

“But you ean't!” sl
flushing, her eyves fixed upon
dazed fascination:

“T ean do ail manner of unex ed
things,” he said. taking both her hands,

“for instance, I'm: going to marry yon at
2 o’clock to-morrow afternoon

He looked at her triumphantly, feit the
nervous grip of her fingers, but never re-
laxed his gaze.

The color wavered over her face and
finally covered the wanness that had
startled him when he first saw ner,

“Jimmy—I wouldn't be the least bit

angry now if—" she
whisper, and Jimimy's
comprehenstve,

imenced
intelligence

STORY OF FACTORY LIGHTS.

it. But the enthusiastic gentlemen riders Late Hours, but Something Else Be-

slashed away with their crops, and went
careering onward, ag If nothing couls
them At the very next jump—a large
broad fence—into a plowed field—the lead-
ing horse pitched to his kneeg and threw

his rider six feet over his head. He lay
there—stunned—while the field sailed on
to a broad, winding creek, that flowed

through the middle of the course.

Rvder determined to stay well within
striking distance of the leaders, but just
behind Scarlet. He reckoned that he eould
beat the other's mount in the last burst
of speed, and as for the leaders—he knew
that they could not stand the gruelling
pace,

As they went once around the course
and passed the multitude on the hill, a
The farmers were
delighted at\the spirited contest. The old
Confederate yell, that had made the deep
forests of Spottsylvania and the Wilder-
ness resound, echoed across the broad pla-
teau. Ryder heard them calling to him
to ride forward and make the pace, but
he purposely remained well behind, rid-
ing steadily and easily, with one eye on
Sam Scarlet,

At the bad stone wall, another one of
the leaders went down. It was time now
to spurt and Scarlet drew his whip. At
the first cut his mount plunged forward
and took him well to the fore. Ryder
gripped Sister Susan with his knees and
she shot after him Ilke a bolt. The home
stretch was nearly reached.

Another stone wall jump! Scariet,
still whipping, put for it at tremendous
speed. On the top was a single rail, His
horse caught her foot in it just as she
was clearing the obstacle, and down she
came right in frent of Ryder, who, cool
and coilected, was steering a course In
her wake, Scarlet lay prostrate on the
ground, his face knotted in an evil scowl.

It would only have taken a twist of
the wrist to have jumped on him. It
would only have taken a swerve of the
body to have put him out of steeplechas-
ing and love-making forever. Strange as
it may seem, such a temptation came to
Ryder. It flashed on him in an instant
what could be done, and his leg bore
down gharp on the left side—then, the
generous part of his nature triumphed
and he had cleared his enemy by a full
three feet. A shout went up from the
onlookers, for they had expected tc see
an accident,

Ryder smiled calmly to himself and let
Sister Susan make her own pace, as she
reached the brook again. She cleared it
beautifully and galloped up the hill to
the last jump with'free and easy mo-
tion. Ryder was still smiling. It was all
so comfortable, so easy, when, bang—
Sister Susan had pecked the jump, and
Ryder was scrambling on the turf. He
rose and ran toward the mare, who, weli
trained, and affectionate, stood looking at
him. He heard a vell of triumph behind
him, and Scarlet—crimson in the face and
fairly purple with exertion-took the
jump and breezed past him to the finish
line. He had caught his horse and re-
mounted,

The race had been won.

CONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY.

|

sides Hard Work.

§ stop | From the New York Sun,

The lights of a hundred windows blink-
ed In the early evening as a crowded fer-
ryboat cut its way across the East River
The building which like a big
shadow save for the lights was a*factory.
A Long Islander remarked to a friend:

“We are going home, but think of the
people who are still at work in that
tory, I cross on this ferry five days in
the week, and generally about this hour,
and 1 never look at the lights in those
windows without a feeling of sadness for
those who are detained there.'

“1 understand your feeling,”” replied the
friend, “but I chance to know something
about the concern tiat operates that fac-
tory which may cause you to think bet-
ter of it.

“One of the stockholders. who, by the
way, Is not often seen about the factory
established a custom a good many yenrs
ago which is still In vogue. Every single
man or woman., for both are employved
there, who has been in the concern more
than a year, is presented by this stock-
holder when he or she marries with
complete set of household furniture,

““The furniture is new and placed in the
flat or house to be occupied by the newly
married before the cervmony takes place.
I happen to know of more than twenty-
five couples that have been beneficiaries
of this stockholder's kindness,

“That is not all. When a baby {s born
to any, couple this old stockholder places
a sum of money in a savings bank, to
the credit of the first-born, to draw in-
terest, until the child becomes of age
Then.the money, principal and interest, is
pald to the grown-up.

"On the occasion of the birtk of the
chilg its mother is presented with a sew-
ing machine if she has none, and if she
has, with some other article to help her
in her work. So you see, that building
containg something besides hard labor
and late hours.

“Every employe who has not been bene«
fited knows that he or she has some in-
centive ¢ stay there at work a Iittls
later than you and I stay in our offices”

loomed

s
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His Prompt Emendation,
From the New Orleans Times-Democrat

“The most laconic man I know of is a
deaf and dumb man In our town,"” one
of the party remarked; “"he never writes
on his little pad more than enough to
convey his meaning.

“It happened he was a2 good poker
player, and one night won a watch and
¢hain from a young man of the town.
The young man's father, a very pom-
pous individual, heard of i, and meet-
ing the successfu! gamester en the street
next day, stopped him. The deaf and
dumb man produced his little pad. On it
the irate and pompous father wrote: ‘I
understand you won Bob’s gold wateh tha
other night’ He handed it to the deaf
and dumb wman, expecting to see him
change countenance and offer to give up
his spoil. The latter dld not guite do
that, however, Instead, he took the pad,
wrota two words carefuliy on it and re-
turned it. The pompous father read in,
scribed thereon: s

" *And chain.’

F

“That ended the affair.” 2.;-‘ ?




